32 more about American literature than I ever will. Anto-
niou had been to America several times, had walked about
the streets of New York, Boston, New Orleans, San Fran-
cisco and other ports. The thought of him walking about
the streets of our big cities in bewilderment led me to
broach the name of Sherwood Anderson whom I always
think of as the one American writer of our time who has
walked the streets of our American cities as a genuine
poet. Since they scarcely knew his name, and.since the*
conversation was already veering towards moire familiar
ground, namely Edgar Allan Poe, a subject I am weary
of listening to, I suddenly became obsessed with the idea
of selling them Sherwood Anderson. I began a mono-
logue myself for a change—about writers who walk the
streets in America and are not recognized until they are
ready for the grave. I was so enthusiastic about the sub-
ject that I actually identified myself with Sherwood An-
derson. He would probably have been astounded had he
heard of the exploits I was crediting him with. Fve always
had a particular weakness for the author of "Many Mar-
riages." In my worst days in America he was the man who
comforted me, by his writings.. It was only the other day
that I met him for the first time. I found no discrepancy
between the man and the writer. I saw in him the born
story teller, the man who can make even the egg trium-
phant.
As I say, I went on talking about Sherwood Anderson
like a blue streak. It was to Captain Antoniou that I chiefly
addressed myself, I remember the look he gave me when
I had finished, the look which said: "Sold. Wrap them up, -
Pll take the whole set? Many times since I've enjoyed
the pleasure of rereading Sherwood Anderson through
Antoniou's eyes. Antoniou is constantly sailing from one
island to another, writing his poems as.he w.alks about
strange cities at nigHt Once, a few months.later, I met

